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Satire should like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seenm——LADY MONTAGUE. 


** Political Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. 


Thev supplv information as to the person and 


habits often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’S NEW WHIG GUIDE. 
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REAL UNION WITH IRELAND, 


A vast deal has been said, from time to time, of O’Connell’s 
views with respect to Ireland; and, in fact, there are many who 
declare that a separation between England and the sister country 
is his grand object. We, however, who look further than the mere 
surface of things, see more than is generally apparent in O'Con- 
nell’s proceedings; and aided as we are by the probing pencil of 
Seymour, which, like the plough, admits light upon the soil that 
it cuts up—we can, we say, With these powerful helps, penetrate 
the most tough and obdurate stratum of deception, and throw a 
strong light upon the motives of every one. But however, in the 
case of O'Connell, we impute nothing but what is creditable and 
straight-forward; and as the sun can shine as well upon a iewel as 
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a black brush, so can the strong light of our detecting power be 
equally applicable to the shewing a good motive in a man, as to 
the exposition of dark and evil principles. The fact is, then, that 
while the ‘* comnon cry of curs” is raised against O’Connell, and 
every Conservative ninnyhammer declares that it is the patriot’s 
wish to place the countries of Ireland and England in unnatural 
opposition to each other, we, who, as we have before stated, look 
with an eagle eve and bodkin vision into the motives of all man- 
kind,—zwe, we repeat, give it as our decided opinion that O'Connell's 
plan of action is not likely to disunite the two countries, but rather 
to effect that real union which never yet has existed, and which 


| alone can be conducive to their joint or mutual interest. Seymour, 


upon whom a religious enthusiasm has taught us long to regard as 
a wizard, has fortunately borne us out in our view, and in his cari- 
cature has boldly embodied, upon the blushing page, the whole 
history and mystery of the probable consequences of O’Connell’s 
patriotic career, with respect to his own country as connected with 
England. He is pictured forth in Seymour's piquant tableau as 
endeavouring to meet half way the Reforming Ministry, who, on 
their sides, evince a praiseworthy disposition to do their share 
towards effecting the real union of Britannia and Hibernia. Such 
union is not to be cemented by chains, as if Ireland were nothing 
but a millstone fastened round the neck of England; and there 
can be no cordiality of spirit achieved by bonds of this kind, any 
more than a cable could be found capable of tving up the sea which 
divides them. But O'Connell is doing that by which the two 
countries can be brought together,—and they may probably be 
brought to meet, by treading on the heads of their common ene- 
mies. O'Connell has finely and triumphantly succeeded in making 
stepping-stones of Wellington and Newcastle, while he has got 
Cumberland’s head ready to let drop, and tread it under foot imme- 
diately. On the other side, the Ministers are advancing on the 
heads of the Bishops, but O'Connell is exhibited as rather impa- 
tient of any thing like apathy on their part, and seems to be 
threatening, unless they proceed with activity, that he will cut the 
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connerion. There is nu doubt that this plan will succeed in cement- | wise ; and, in fact, its columns are full of the most trivial records 
ing the union of England and Ireland, even if it should have the | of common-place Tom-foolery. The other day it told the public 
effect of nominally repealing it; and with this decided dictum we | that ‘ young Snooks swallowed a grape-stone ;' but added the com- 
leave the caricature alone to the contemplation of the philosophers, fortable and consoling fact, ‘that no danger had followed the ac- 
the politician, and the patriot. cident.’ 7 
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The Amende Honorable. 

The rain has, as might have been expected, fairly made up for its long | ,. a ee oS ee oo byl aged ee a 

absence; a greater quantity having fallen during the last six weeks than 6 : * dic a wee eT Pee ~~ ” ee oe fet ae 

within any similar period for some years. During the whole of Sunday 90 ae ee of total ignorance. Well, then, ” said the retiring 

night the wind blew a perfect hurricane, accompanied by rain in torrents. monarch, every watch must look old, because on its face it bears _— 

— Morning Herald. merely the fingers but the hands of time.” Hobler, in honest admiration 

é ba og erg 4 on the ee ofa a “i 

, : : , ; 1e Lord Mayor is still alive, though Michaelmas Day has passed, 

We understand the stupid old Herald prides itself most especially | which proves that it is not every goose chat is sacrificed to that Thateous 
on what it delighteth to call its impartiality. If by mistake it hap- | saint for September, old Michael. 

pens to state the important and interesting fact, that Mr. Jones had “‘ Hobler,” cried the civic King, “ I am surprised and somewhat hurt 

his hat blown off in a whirlwind, and if upon inquiry it should | to find that the hero of Waterloo has lately taken to menial offices.” “ I 

turn out that Jones's hat never was blown off in a whirlwind, oy | thought,” was Hobler’s reply, “ that his Grace was out of all office, both 


*- . ° ° e : . . °. ”? ““ T Fak i — oe 7} m 
if, on inquiry, it should be discovered that there has been no whirl. |” nial and otherwise. Now, by my mother’s stays, bellowed the 
cockney sovereign, “ I can’t have been wrong in what I’ve remarked, for 


" a pic Bhs ppp: Pee et wk a pipetted ages | ri i observe, that the Duke is going to warm a castle ( Walmer Cas- 
i 7 (le). Now this can only mean that he intends personally toflight ald th 
make the amende honourable, and acknowledges it to be due to the} fires.” The city premier gave a lengthy and lugubrious wheeze. 
whirlwind, the hat, and Jones, to state that no such circumstance : ° 
had occurred; and that neither bas there been any whirlwind, any 
hat, or any Jones ; and that the paragraph of yesterday has been a 
mistake, for which the Editor is glad to apologise. This style of 
impartiality, and of giving every one his due, has been exemplified 
in the course of the week by a very polite and pretty paragraph, 
intended as a species of smoother to the rain, and is evidently meant 


to take off any unpleasant feeling that may exist in that nebulous 
emanation, the Editor having, it seems, not the smallest intention | in the recherche collections of the British muse. It speaks not un- 


of offending it. The Herald, in the handsomest manner, observes | pathetically to the feelings of the reader, and powerfully conjures 
that the rain has quite made up for its absence, as if indeed some | Up the picture of Twiss setting in his chambers poring over an 
apology were necessary to the public for its having failed to wet | empty paper-bag :— 

them through so often, as it seems from the Herald a good ducking 

might have been agreeable. It is excessively polite in the Editor Tis over now, the vision fades away ; 

to observe that the rain, as might have been expected, has made up My hopes of place and pension all — i 

for its long absence, and proves that the oracle of Shoe-lane has a on , gah ne ne pei 

very high opinion of showers in general, It seems to infer that And why? becomes 5 nerat put on, 

the rain could not possibly think of doing any thing dishonoura- 
ble; and, in fact, we are ready to agree with our contemporary in 
saying, that we think the rain would be above any thing either un- 
gentlemanly or contemptible. Grandmother talks of Sunday 
night's proceedings quite critically. It says the wind blew a hur- 
ricane, accompanied by rain in torrents, as if it were criticising a 
piece of music, in which the horn blew a blast, accompanied by 
fiddles in C Minor, However, justice is justice; and we must ad- 
mit, if the rain has owed any thing to the public, it has lately been 
paying it off in rather overpowering instalments. 





AN ORIGINAL ENGLISH MELODY. 


a 


The following original English melody breathes, in our opinion, 
so softa strain of melancholy and music, as to rank it rather high 


My wig box, with my name in letters large, 
Glares on me like a vision of the past, 

My briefless bag seems whispering a dirge, 
Its inside grumbling with too long a fast. 


Even my clerk, the luckless child of want, 
Scowls on me from his desk, and asks for food ; 
He bids me pay him, but by Hell I can’t, 

Nor would i, damme, even if J could. 


My laundress, as she cleans the coal-less grate, 
With fingers made of nothing now but bone, 
The Dogs and the Dandies. Appears to be in such a fumished state, 

Count D’Orsay, and a number of other ultra exquisites, have taken to Phat I'm afraid she'll one day eat the stone. 
the manly pursuit of following the King’s stag hounds.— Herald. . 
. , At times, methinks, I hear a passing tread, 
And fondly hope that at my door "twill pause, 
But on it goes, a swimming in my head 


Ensues, and hunger jolts my jaded jaws. 


We are happy to find that the ultra erquisites, as grandmother 
triumphantly calls them, have taken to something manly at last; 
and perhaps following the Aounds is the most natural occupation 
that a parcel of puppies could have pitehed upon. Considering, 
too, that they profess to be bucks, we think it tery much in charac- 
ter that they should run after the stags, and also the pursuit of horns 
isa game they must be quite up to. Putting aside however all 


SS St esesttshesesssssse-wssessse assesses 


No lawyer’s clerk within my room appears, 
Giving half guineas with some little brief, 
My disappointment finds a vent in tears, 
And echoing soles proclaim a counsel’s erief. 


joking, we really do not see who can be affected by the Tom-foolery Nid wish 2 sain tlassied: Ud tei ond Kank 

sour ¢ . . i‘ . . iad with despair my throa dg Cut and hack, 
of DOrsay and the ultra exquisites, the intrusion of whose pur- If but my mone Ps somewhere could be found 
~s13%e - ° . . e ° sh L . Vit ' Ae 
suits upon public attention would be offensive, except for its amusing But pennyless how can I get it back 
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impertinence, But the foolish old Herald of course thinks other- [ i a) ih f iv lo whom ] S¢ nt di lo be ay j ina 
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THE CHURCH AND THE DOGS, 


The other day a favourite dog got up into the pulpit with his 
master, a parson. This proves that if the church is not yet going 
to the dogs, the dogs at least are coming to the church, which ts rather 
We will be bound this is not the first puppy that has 


ominous. 
We wonder if the dog made his bow (wow) 


ascended the pulpit. 
to the congregation. 





BREVITIES. 


Cold Without. 


The stupid old Herald is always talking about the beauties of a 
mixed constitution. This humbug about its being good because 
mixed, is more applicable to a glass of filthy gin and water than the 
constitution of England. But the Herald was always half-and- 


half in its politics. 
A Pretty State. 


The United States stands at present in the situation of an 
anomaly, being just now as dis-united as possible. 


A Bad Child 


Some body, in fact almost every body, calls England the mother 
of America. Ifso, America, like many others, was a very naughty 
daughter torun away and get herself into the United State, 


A Convenient Memory. 


Though Eldon’s memory, very naturally, begin now and then 
to fail him, there is one thing he would, if he were to live for ever, 
never forget, and that is himse/f, 


A Legal Brevity. 


lt is almost time that Adolphus should be made a judge, because, as he 
has nearly lost his sight, and Justice is represented as being blind, Adol- 
phus must be the very identical thing for it. However, after all, Justice 
seems to be only blind of one eye, for the other is pretty generally open 


to their own Interests. 
The Noblesse no Blessing, 


The country is prescribed by the Prayer Bock to exhort God to bless 
all the Royal Family. This prayer, as regards the Duke of Cumberland, 
must be very fervently felt by all good Christians, one of whose first 
maxims is, to less thetr enemies. 


Keeping one’s word. 


Horace Twiss finds fault with some of his rich Tory friends, who, he 
says, often used to promise, they would never see him want. Eldon, on 
hearing of this reproach, is said to have observed, “ Well I for one have 
kept my word, for now that he does want, J make a point of never seeing 
him.” 


A Stiff Twist. 


* Don’t you think my hair looks a devilish deal better curled?” drawled 
young Manners Sutton, who had just got his lanky ratstails twisted up 
with something like flexibility. ‘* Oh, yes,” said Tom Duncombe, who 
happened to be in the way (which his creditors say és not always the case ), 
** [ do think your hair is better curled, and I believe every body will ad- 
mit a cals’s head must be preferable, when drest.” 


Epigram 
On Horace Twiss's imputed sharpness. 
’Tis said that Horace Twiss for ever throws 
Words sharp and pricking from his head of wood, 


But what of that? sure every body knows, 
Phe thistle is the donkey's fuvourcte food. 
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; _A Ham Sandwich. 
We understand the prisoners of Ham have even yet some hope of saving 
their bacon. 
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THEATRICALS. 
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At Drury Lane, on Monday, there was a sort of half-and-half house to 
witness Macready’s Macbeth ; a part he plays with an inequality—now 
rising to excellence, and now sinking to buffoonery, Warde’s Macduff is 
a creditable performance, take it altogether; but the way in which he 
whines over his deceased little ones sayours more of the big brother's blus- 
ter than the father’s misery. Our respectable friend Cooper got through 
Banquo deliciously ; and when he appeared with a dab on the eye from 
the pink paint-pot, there was a determination in his whole physiognomy 
that bespoke the experienced actor. In fact, his performance, on the 
whole, was the best in the piece, and his daring squint at Macbeth was 
one of the finest pieces of stage obliquity that ever was witnessed. The 
house eagerly took the squint, as the actors say, and a long continued round 
of boisterous applause was the comfortable consequence. Miss Ellen 
Tree is not a good Lady Macbeth: she reads the part well, but she cannot 
act; her physical capacity does not permit her to give any thing like a 
personation of the character. After ‘Macbeth,’ cume a grand Parisian 
paste-pot and plaister patchwork, from the prolific pen of the puffed and 
patro nised Planche. It is taken from a piece called, as we said last week 
‘La Berline del Emigre,’ and the adapter has, as usual, done his work very 
judiciously. The interest of the piece is great, but that merit belougs to 
the French author; the getting up is liberal, but that merit belongs to the 
management ; the grammar and the spelling are praiseworthy, and that is a 
merit which is unquestionably due to Planche. On the whole, the thing 
is creditable to his acknowledged power over the dramatic scissors, and 
shews an intimate acquaintance with the value (when well applied) of a 
halfp’orth of paste, wrapped up in a cabbage-leaf. These are Planche’s 
general materials for authorship ; and if he and his fellows go on at the 
rate they have done for the last five years, we shali be able to quote the 
prices of paste much higher than was ever yet known to be got for that 
stickey commodity. 

Covent Garden has not been well attended during the first week of its 
cheap and nasty season, the opening-night being the only one on which the 
house may be said to have been full; and then it was full, indeed, with 
parties whose attention was very impartially divided between * Hamlet’ 
and the gin-bottle. At one moment the audience took a sip from the divine 
fount of Shakspeare’s poetry ; and then, with a diversity of taste, at once 
amusing and astounding, varied poetry with porter, turning from the stage 
to the swipes pot—now intent on Kemble and Dowton, now lost in Bar- 
clay and Perkins. The houses bave been uniformly bad since the first 
night, and it is doubtful whether the expences have been cleared ; though 
with such a company as Osbaldiston possesses, the outlay, compared with 
that of Drury Lane, must be as mild as a High Holborn hailstorm, com- 
pared with a Barbadoes hurricane. Kemble’s engagement has certainly 
paid; inasmuch as, without his name and talent, nobody on earth would 
possibly have been induced to enter the place; but when he and Power 
shall both have taken their departure, the grand question is,—‘* What is to 


become of the establishment?” 

We believe there is some idea of Knowles joining the concern, but we 
should hardly think he could be induced to do so. As to his bringing out 
a new play there, we should imagine that to be out of the question, for 
how a new play is to be performed without actors is a question we cannot 
solve ; and when Bunn offers the dramatist the advantage of a splendid 
company, if he takes his piece to Drury Lane, we should say Knowles 
(who knows his own interest as well as any other man, in spite of all the 
humbug to the contrary) will not fora moment hesitate. By the bye, we 
have been somewhat amused by hearing that Knowles has gota pupil, 


| whom he is taking with him round the country. Now Knowles is first-rate 


(in these days) as an author, but the idea of his undertaking to teach acting 
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is fraught with a ludicrous freshness that quite amuses us. However, we 


have sometimes heard that the best actors make the worst pupils, and per- 
haps on this principle Knowles may, as about the worst actor in England, 
form one of the best pupils. 

At the Adelphi, a new piece was produced on Monday, called ‘ The 
King’s Command.’ It met with, as the King’s Command always should, 
the most respectful attention. It is, like the piece at Drury Lane, an ema- 
nation from the paste pot. 

At the Olympic, a new piece was brought forward on Monday, called 


‘The Man’s an Ass,’ and, from the dulness of the thing, we should say 


the author was inclined to be egotistical, It is by Jerrold, who has written | 
cleverly sometimes, and we were sorry to find this effort not worthy of his | 
The performers exerted themselves, but, with that exception, 


reputation. 
there was nothing in the affair that can be commended. 

At the Lyceum, Rayner made his first appearance these forty years, and 
got through Giles very creditably. 
the Strand Theatre in a few days. 
though we think he will find some difficulty in forming a company, A 


Mr. Leigh Smith failed on Monday in Tom Tug, in the ‘Waterman.’ We 


hate the affectation of Leigh Smith—as if the public cared one half atom 


about Leigh, when Smith is the man’s name: and whether it be Tom, Jack, | 


Bill, or Solomon, is a matter of equal indifference. There was a puppy- 
ism in the announcement of the cognomen Leigh, which we think rather 
acted upon the feelings of the audience, aad made the damn more decisive 
than it would have been otherwise. 

When Arnold got an extension of his license we wished him luck, but 


we told him, that we knew'if he did not alter his plan of proceeding, ducks 


and drakes would be the only result of his after season. He has completed | 
our prophecy to the very letter, and horrible have been the ducks and 


frightful the drakes that have preceeded from his management. With 


every bad piece he produced, smack went a volley of half-crown pieces | 


fiving over the pool, and then sinking for ever out of sight, likeJerrold’s new 


drama the other night at Vestris’s. However, the after-season is now nearly 


at an end, and Arnold must then hop down toStanmore to revel over the | 


luxury of having so far basked in royal sunshine, as to have got his 
Majesty's permission tu keep up the game of ducks and drakes beyond the 
time at first specified. 

A Mr. George Jones has appeared at the Victoria with some success, and 
has, we believe, abstracted a variety of St. George’s sixpences and Surrey 


shillings out of the pockets of the audience. 


Last week the theatrical licensing-day came off, and the Strand got the 


sanetion of the magistrates to open. Several licenses were applied for, 


and refused. 


behalf of a hole called the Standard, which is, we believe, somewhere in 


the vicinity of Aldgate pump, about opposite the spout, or within a stone’s 
throw of the handle. 
manded for it the advantage ef an orerflow—but that is not to the purpose. 


Its vicinity we do not think would ever have com- 


The gentleman whoapplied for the license wore a blood-red waistcoat, and 
coat of dark brimstone. His nose spoke of the infernal regions, by its 
palpable red-hotishness, and his whole demeanour was that of a visitor 
from some other world. He demanded a license, in the name of the fiend, 
and swore that his Theatre, if opened, should impale the demons of dark- 
ness on the broad sword of melo-dramatic vengeance. He vowed before 
the magistrates, in a flame of blue fire got up for the purpose, that he would 
never sleep till the death’s head and bloody bones of melo-drama had 
shed their blasting influence over the moral world, and took his most so- 
lemu oath, in words ahke independent of the Gospel and the Grammar, that 
if hell were to be found on earth, his stage carpenter should make one of 
the Standard Theatre. His license was of course refused by the very 
respectable bench of magistrates, and he made his exit amidst the most 
terrible cannonade of Waterlvo crackers ever heard within the walls of 


E gland, 


We understand he is going to open | 
We trust the ex periment will succeed, 


Among other applicants, was a gentleman, who applied on | 


NOTICE. 





Whiggeries and Waggeries, Nos. 1 and 2 are still on sale, with forty slash- 


ing cuts in each, by Seymour. The trade are supplied at 1s. 6d. per doz. (13), 
and unsold cop es are taken back at the end of the year, The price for each 
is twopence. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 





Publishing in Weekly Numbers, One Penny each, each No. embellished with 
a beautiful Engraving, 
ALES OF THE SEA;; or, Interesting Narratives of Shipwrecks, 
&c. &c. The Work will also be done up in Parts, ina neat Wrapper, 
price 4d, 





| Now ready, price 2d., printed on a large sheet, 
KK IGARO’S COMIC ALMANACK, with Illustrations 
by SEYMOUR. 


| Just Published, No. 4, price One Penny, to be continued weekly, 
OOLOGICAL ANECDOTES; commencing with that faithful 
friend of man, the DOG; including authentic particulars of its 
| habits, sagacity, &c. and illustrated with numerous engravings. Neatly printed in Svo. 


| on fine wove paper. ; 

*,* The idea of this work was suggested by the following passage in the Times, of 

| September 50. In reviewing ‘ Jesse’s Gleanings,’ 3rd series, just published, the Editor 

| says:—‘‘ The circulation, in a cheap form, of the anecdotes which Mr. Jesse’s industry 
has brought together, would, we are convinced, effect more, than any acts of the Lezisia 
ture to prevent cruelty will ever be able to accomplish.” 





BYRON AND SOUTHEY! 

| This day is pablished, price only 2d., a new Edition of 

| | YRON'S VISION OF JUDGMENT, with the Notes and Preface : 
| complete in 32 pages. Also, price 2d., the celebrated Poem, WAT 
| TYLER, by R. SoUuTHEY, {Sq:, Poet Laureate to his Majesty ; and, price 641. 
| (beautifully printed), CAIN, by Lord Byron; and, price ld., ‘* WE CAN’T 
| AFFORD IT,’ by Lord Brougham. 

| Published by W. STRANGE, No. 21, Paternoster Row; and Sold by 
| Wakelin, late Cleave, 1, Shoe-lane, Fleet Street; No. 18, Commercial Place, City Road ; 
| No. 126, Strand; Purkess, Compton Street, Soho; Lewis, Manchester; Cooper, Birming- 


ham; Mrs. Mann, Leeds; Heywood, Manchester; 18, Strutton Ground, Westminster ; 
G. Cowie, 15, Newcastle Street, Strand; and all Booksellers. 








| PRANKS'S SPECIFIC SOLUTION of COPAIBA.—This Medicine 
has been extensively used in many of the Metropolitan Hospitals, and 
a in the practice of several distinguished members of the Me- 
dical Profession, as the most speedy and effectual remedy 
for the cure of all diseases—which are particularly described 
in the directions accompanyieg the Medicine of the Urinary 
Organs, It isperfectly innocent in its operation,and its eff- 
cacy is verified by testimonials from the following, amongst 
\ several other eminent members of the profession. 
\ Joseph Henry Green, Esq., F.R.S., one of the Council! of 
) the Royal College of Surgeons, Surgeon to St. Thomas's 
| Hospital, and Professor of Surgery in King’s College, Lon- 
|} don ; 
Bransby Cooper, Esq., F.R. S.. Surgeon to Guy’s Hospital, 
and Lecturer on Anatomy, &c. &c.; William Hentsch, Esq., 
House Surgeon to the Free Hospital, Greville street, Hatton 
garden, 
Alexander Tweedle, Esq. Surgeon to the free hospital, 
Greville-street, Hatton garden 
This invaluable Medicine is prepared only by Geo. Franks, 
| Surgeon, 9O, Blackfriars-road, and may be had of his agents, Barclay and Sons, Farring 
don-street, London—at the Medical Hall, 54, Lower Sackville-street, Dublin—of J. and 
KR. Raimes, Leith walk, Edinburgi—and of all wholesale and retail Patent Medicine Ven- 











ders in the United Kingdom. Sold in bottles at 2s 9d.,4s 6d., and Ils. each, duty included, 
Caution —To prevent imposition, the Hon. Commissioners of Stamps have directed the 
name of ‘‘ Geo. Franks, Blackfriars-road,”’ to be engraven on the Government Stamp. 
N.}. The Medical Profession, Hospitals, and other Medical Charities, supplied as usual 
from the proprietor. 
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FINE BEAVER HATS, 14s. 6d. 
Sete and Co. have two large Lots of Fine 
BEAVER HATS, the whole of Modern Shapes 
and Superior Colours, which they offer to Gentlemen at the 
Low Price of IJ 4s. 6d. 
BEAVER BONNETS. 

FRANKS and Co. have finished a large quantity of superior BEAVER 
BONNETS & HATS for Children, and respectfully solictt the attention of Ladies thereto 
The Shapes for the approaching Winter are extremely becoming, and Prices very low 

The Largest and Cheapest Stock of HATS, CAPS & BONNEYDS in the United Kingdom, 
ROBERT FRANKS AND CvuU., 

West—140, Regent Street, 

EFast—I, Fins)ury Square. 

City—62, Red Cross Street, Barbican. 


London 





Printed and Published (for the Proprietor) by W STRANGE, 21 ,PATERNOSTER ROW. 





